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	Rambling Harry

**Alright, so here is a Harry Potter thing. It's not a story, not by a long shot. This is just my little realizations, theories, and opinions on the Harry Potter Series. ****I DO NOT OWN HARRY-FUCKING-POTTER. DO NOT BE AN IDOIT AND BELIEVE I DO, BECAUSE MY HOPE FOR HUMANITY IS SMALL ENOUGH ALL READY. PLEASE DO NOT MAKE IT SHRINK.**

**I shouldn't be doing this, cause I got two stories in the making and should really be focusing on them, but I figured that this could be my little 'outlet' thing. You know, when I can't focus on my other shit.**

**And this is weird for me. I haven't thought about Harry Potter in **_**years**_**. But my mom found a snake in her closet and while her and my dad freaked out, and started to destroy their room looking for it, I sat in the living room, calmly petting my dad's Pit Bull.**

**And I sat there, desperately wanting to go back to my safe-haven and letting my mind wander, when I think 'I wish I could talk to snakes' then out of nowhere, BAM, the thought 'Harry Potter could talk to snakes, I want to talk to snakes, I will become Harry-Fucking-Potter.' pops up.**

…

**So, yeah. Apparently, I have a new goal in life, to become Harry Potter.**

**I'm never going to fulfill that goal, will I?**

Alright, so I just realized this. **Hermione Granger****'s **parents are dentists. _Both_ of them. Have you seen how much those bastards make?! Holy fucking shit! And _even_ if you added in their house mortgage, bills, necessities (Food, clothes, ect.), wants, and school stuff they would _still_ be pretty well off. Not only that, but they had enough money to go on a vacation to France during the summer in Hermione's second year. She had to have quite a bit of money to get all those books she enjoys reading, after all.

Like, fuck.

But basically she's rich or, at the very least, well off. And when she fucked around in their heads and moved them to Australia? You need money for that. Like, a fucking shit ton. Then, when she brings them back to England? Yeah.

Fuck. Just… fuck me. I shouldn't even be writing/typing this right now, because it's 12:21 AM and I have school in the morning and, _FUCKING HELL_, she has more money than my family does.

I should be asleep and dreaming of whatever my fucked up mind decides to shove down my throat, _**not**_ writing this. But I am. So, here, read this then sit back, quietly think over your life and stew in barely shimmering rage over the fact that this fictional character is better off than you and you probably didn't even know it until now.

Hate me yet?

Oh, don't worry, you will. There's more to come, after all.


End file.
